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holies Labours loft 

Peda. And certes the text moft infallibly concludes it. Sir I 
doeinuite you too, you (hall not fay me nay : paucaverba. 
Away, the gentles are st their game, and wewillto ourreerta. 
ation, Exeunt, 

Enter Berownewith a Paper in his hand, alone, 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Deare, 
lam courfing my l'elfe. 

They haue pitcht aToyle,! am toylingina pyteb, pitch that at- 
files ; defile a foulc word: Well, fet thee downeierrow; forfo 
they fay the foole faid, and lo fay I, and I the foolc : well preued 
wit. By the Lord this. Loue is as mad as t/i*ax 9 it kils (heepe, it 
kills nice, i-aiheep; well proued againc a my fide. I will not loue; 
if I doe hangmee : yfaith I willnot.O but her eyetby this light, 
but for her eye, I would not lone her ■; yes, (or her two eyes. 
Well, I doe nothing in the world but lyc, and lye in my throatc* 
By hcauen 1 doe Loue, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 
mallichollie : and here is part of my Rime, and heerc my mal. 
licholic. Well, flic hath one a’my. Sonnets already, the Clowns 
bore it, the foole fentit, and the Lady hath it : fweet Clewne, 
i wee ter Foole, iweeteftLady, By the world, l would not care a 
pin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper,- 
God giue him grace to gronc. 

He Stands afide. The King entreih. 

Kin. Aymee! 

Ber. Shot by heauenjproceede fweet thou haft thump; 

him with thy Birdbolt vndcr t he left pap: in faithfecrecs. 

King. So fweet a kkfe thegolden Sunne giucs not, 

To thole frclh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye bcames, when their trefh rayfe haue fmot. 

The night of dew that on nay checker downe flowesj 
Nor (bines thefiluer Moone one.halfc fo bright, 

Through the tranfparam bofcuie of the deepe, 

As doth thy face through teares of mine giue light : 
Thoufhin’ftin eucry tearethatl doeweepe. 

No drop.butas a Coach doth carry thee : 

So ridert thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the teares thatfwcll in me, 

And. they thy glory through my griefe will fhaw ; 

‘ But 


tones Labour s loft, 

R „t doenot loue thy felfe,then thou wile keepe 
But d (nr piaffes and (fill make me weepet 

fatre dofUhou excel! 

No thought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How ftiall (he know my gnefes? He drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues fhadcfolly. Who is he comes heer ? 

Enter Longauile: T he Kingficps afide. 

What Longauill, and reading : liften eare. 

Ber. Nowin thy likeneffe, one more foole appeare. 

Lone. Aymc,Iamforfworne. 

Be f ’why, becomes in like a pqriure, wearing papers. 

Loir. In loue I hope, fweet fellowfliip infhamc. 

Bci One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lo'n. Ami the firft, that haue bceme periur’d lo ? 

Ber. I could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know. 
Thou makeft the triumphery, the corner cap-of locietic. 

The flia pc of Loues Tiburne,chat hangs vp fimpkcitie. 

Lonl\ fcarethefe ftubborn lines lack power to mouc. 

O fweet Maria, Emprcffe of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare, and write in prole. 

Ber. ORimcsare gardson wanton Cupids hofe. 

Diffigure not his Shop. 

Lon, This fame (hall goe. 

He readesthe Sonnet. 

D id not the heauenly Rhetorick, of thine eye, 

Gamst whom the world cannot hold argument g ■ 
Perfwademy heart to thisfalfe periurie ? 

ZJowesforthee broke deferues not punishment, 

A woman l for five ore ,bntl will prone, 

Thoubeinga Goddejfe, Iforfwore not thee, 

Jlfy vow was earthly , thou a heauenly Loue. 

Thy grace bci ig gain’d, cures all dif grace in me, 

Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 

Then thou faire Sun, which on my earth doeff Jhincy . 
j Exhalefi this vapor -vow, inthee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine : 

If by me broke, what foo lets not fo wife , 

Tio lofe an oath, to win a Paradife A 
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